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1 HE i 
BENE DIGIT E, 
| os 88 
SONG or THE THREE CHILDREN, 
PAR AP HR As E D. 


1. 


E Works of God, on Him alone, 
g In Earth his footſtool, Heav'n his throne, 
Be all your praiſe beſtow'd ; 
Whoſe hand the beauteous fabrick made, 
Whoſe eye the finiſh'd World ſurvey'd, 
And ſaw that all was good. 


2. 

Ye Angels, who with loud acclaim 
Admiring view'd the new-born frame, 
And hail'd th' eternal King, 
Again proclaim your Maker's praiſe, 


Again your thankful voices raiſe, 
And touch the tuneful ſtring. 
A Praiſe 


SACRED POEMS. 


| 3. 
Praiſe Him, Ye bright ethereal plains, 
Where, in full majeſty, he deigns 

To fix his awful throne : 
Ye Waters that above them roll; 


N 


From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 
O, make his praiſes known. 


4. 
Thrones, Dominations, Virtues, Pow rs, 
O, join your joyful ſongs with ours, 
With us your voices raiſe: 
From age to age extend the lay; 
To heav'n's eternal Monarch pay 
Hymns of eternal praiſe. 


5. 
Celeſtial Orb, whoſe powerful ray 
Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 
Whoſe influence all things own, 
Praiſe him, whoſe Courts effulgent ſhine 
With light as far excelling thine, 
As thine the paler moon. 


Ye 


SACRED POEMS. 


6. 
Ye glitt'ring Planets of the ſky, _ 
Whoſe beams the abſent ſun ſupply, - 
With him the ſong purſue; 
And let himſelf ſubmiſſive own, 


He borrows from a brighter Sun 
The light he lends to You. 


4 
Ye Show'rs and Dews, whoſe moiſture ſhed 
Calls into life the op'ning ſeed, _ 
To him your praiſes yield, 
Whoſe influence wakes the genial birth, 
Drops fatneſs on the pregnant Earth, 
And crowns the laughing field. 


8. 


Ye Winds, that oft tempeſtuous fweep 
The ruffled ſurface of the Deep, 
With Us confeſs your God: 
See, through the heav'ns, the King of Kings, 
Up-borne on your extended wings, 
Comes flying all abroad. 
A 2 
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2 
ve Floods of fire, where'er ye flow, 
With juſt ſubmiſſion humbly bow 
To his ſuperior pow'r, 
Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, 
Or bids the flaming deluge ſtray, 
And gives it ſtrength to roar. 


10. 


Ye Summer's heat, and Winter's cold; 
By turns in long ſucceſſion. roll'd, 

The drooping World to chear, 
Praiſe him who gave the Sun and Moon, 
| To lead the various Seaſons on, 

And guide the circling Vear. 


11. 

Ye Froſts, that bind the watry plain, 

Ye ſilent Show'rs of fleecy rain, 
Purſue the heav'nly theme: 

Praiſe him who ſheds the driving ſnow, 

Forbids the harden' d waves to flow, 
And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 


| Ye 


SACRED POEMS. 


I2. 
Ye Days and Nights; that ſwiftly borne 
From Morn to Eve from Eve to Morn, 
Alternate glide away ; 
Praiſe him, whoſe never-varying light, 
Abſent, adds horror to the night, 
But preſent gives the day.. 


| 13.1 
Light! from whoſe rays all beauty ſprings; 
Darkneſs | whoſe wide-expanded wings - 
Involve the duſky Globe; 
Praiſe him, who, when the heav'ns he ſpread;. 
Thick Darkneſs his pavilion made, | 
And Light his regal robe. 


14. 
Praiſe him, ye Lightnings, as ye fly 
Wing' d with hot vengeance through the ſky, 
And red with wrath divine: 
Praiſe him, ye Clouds, that ſcatter d ſtray, 
Or, fix d by him in cloſe array, 
Surround his awful Shrine. 


6 . SACRED [POEM 8. 


1 5. 
Exalt, O Earth, thy heav'nly King, 
Who bids the plants, that from thee ſpring, 
Renew their annual bloom; | 
Whoſe frequent drops of kindly rain 
Prolific ſwell the rip'ning grain, | 
And bleſs thy fertile womb. 


16. 


Ve Mountains, that ambitious riſe, 
nd lift your ſummits to the ſkies, 
* Revere his awful nod: : |! 
Think how Ye ance affrighted fled, 
While Jordan ſought his fountain-head, 
And own'd th' approaching God. 


17. 
Ye Trees, that fill the rural ſcene, 
ve Flow rs, that o'er th enamel d Green 
In native beauty reign, | 
O, praiſe the Ruler of the ſkies, 
Whoſe hand the genial ſap ſupphes, 
And clothes the thankful plain. 


Ye 
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18. 

Ve ſecret Springs, ye gentle Rills, 

That murm'ring riſe among the hills, 
Or fill the humbler vale; 

Praiſe him at whoſe almighty nod 

The rugged rock diſſolving flow d, 
And form'd a ſpringing well. 


19. 
Praiſe him, Ye Floods, and Seas profound, 
Whoſe waves the ſpacious Earth ſurround, 
And roll from ſhore to ſhore : 
Aw'd by his voice, Ye Seas, ſubſide ; 
Ye Floods, within your channels glide, 
And tremble and adore. | 


20. 
Ve Whales, that ſtir the boiling Deep, 
Or in its dark receſſes ſleep, 

Remote from human eye; 
Praiſe him, by whom Ye all are fed, 
Praiſe him, without whoſe heav'nly aid 

Ye ficken, faint, and die. 

Ye 


3 _' $ACRED POEMS. 


21. 
Ye Birds, exalt your Maker's name; 
Begin, and with th' important theme 
Your artleſs lays improve; 
Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 
Let muſic ſound from ev'ry ſpray, 
And fill the vocal Grove. 


22. 
Praiſe him, Ve Beaſts, chat nightly roam 
Amid the ſolitary gloom, 
Ih' expected prey to ſeize: 
Ye ſlaves of the laborious plough, 
' Your ſtubborn necks ſubmiſſive bow, 
And bend your wearied knees. 


| 23 

Ye Sons of Men, his praiſe diſplay, 

Whoſe vital breath informs your clay, 
And gives it pow'r to move: 

Ve that in Judah's confines dwell, 

From age to age ſucceſſive tell 


| The wonders of his Love. 


{Let 
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24. 
Let Aaron's Race the lay prolong, 
Till Angels liſten to the ſong, 
And bend attentive down: 
Let wonder ſeize the heav'nly Train, 
Pleas'd, while they hear a mortal ſtrain 
So ſweet, ſo like their own. 


25, 88 
To him exulting ſtrike the chord, 
Ye faithful Servants of your Lord; 

Nor &er your praiſes ceaſe; |. — 
Whoſe hearts fair Wiſdom's ways have known, 
And, taught by bleſt experience, W 
That all her paths are PEACE, 


l 26. 
Ve Spirits of the juſt and good, 
That, eager for the bright Abode, 
To heav'nly Manſions ſoar, 
O, let your ſongs his praiſe diſplay, 
Till Heav'n itſelf ſhall melt away, 


And Time ſhall be no more. | I, 
; . Praiſe 
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27. | 
Praiſe him, ye meek and humble Train, 
Ye Saints whom his Decrees ordain 
The boundleſs bliſs to ſhare : 
O, praiſe him, till Ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day, 
And reign for ever there. 


28. 


Let Us, who ſee th' incloſing fire / 
Diveſted of its rage aſpire, 
And innocently blaze, 
( While thus we triumph in the flame, ) 
Riſe, and our Maker's Love proclaim 
In hymns of endleſs praiſe. 


THE 


SACRED POEMS. 11 


1 


PAR AP HRA S E D. 


I, | 
pt of all | whoſe ſeat of reſt 
In higheſt Heav'n is rear'd, 
Thy Name by ev'ry tongue be bleſt, 
By ev'ry heart rever'd. 


2. | 
Let Earth to thy Meſſiab's throne 
Its juſt ſubjection yield: 


Here, as in Heav'n, thy Will be 388 0 
Here, as in Heav'n, fulfill'd. 


3. 
With bread ſufficient to the day 
Our mortal frame ſupply; 
And feed the ſoul that moves our clay 
With Manna from on high. | 
B 2 | While 


4. 
- While, conſcious of the debt we owe, 
We bow the humble knee, | 
That mercy we to others ſhew 
Deſcend on us from Thee. 


| We: . 
And keep us upright, juſt, and pure, 
In act, in word, and will. 


6. 
Hear, Lord] for Pow'r ſupreme is thine, 
Thine Glory 5 Worſhip, Praiſe : 
Nor Nature's bounds thy reign . 
Nor numbers Time thy days. 


NUN C 
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| . 


N UN d DTT 


OR THE 
SONG of Simeon, Paraphraſed. 


„ enough : the hour is come; 


Now within the ſilent tomb 
Let this mortal frame decay; 
Mingled with its kindred clay : 
Since thy mercies, oft of old 
By thy choſen Seers foretold, 
Faithful now and ſtedfaft prove, 


God of Truth, and God of Love 


Since at length mine aged eye 
Sees the day-ſpring from on high. 
Sun of Righteouſneſs, to Thee 
Lo, the Nations bow the knee, 
And the realms of diſtant Kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 

| Thoſe whom Death had overſpread 
With his dark and dreary ſhade, 
Lift their eyes, and from afar 
Hail the light of Jacob's Star; 


Waiting 


14 SACRED POEMS. 
Waiting till the promis d ray 

Turn their darkneſs into day; 

While the beams, intenſely ſned, 

Shine o'er Sion's favour'd head. 


Balaan's Bleſſing on Jfacl. 
From Mumbers. Chap. XXIV. v. 5, 6, 7, 8, 9. 


H OW bleſt the ſeat where Jacob's offspring dwell! 
How beauteous are thy tents, O 1/rael / 
Fair as the ſpreading valley's flow'ry pride, 

Or gardens rang d along the river's fide. 

Like aloes, op'ning to the vernal air, 

Rais'd by God's hand, and cheriſh'd by his care : 
Like tow'ring cedars, plant of plants ſupreme, 
Whoſe roots are moiſten d by the living ſtream. 
The dews of Heav'n ſhall on his boughs be ſhed, 
And waters nouriſh his increaſing ſeed. 

Ev'n mightieſt Kings ſhall his dominion own, 
And Agag bow to his ſuperior throne. 

From Egypt erſt he came : through paths untrod 
Secure he walk'd, conducted by his God. | 


Strong 


A__ 88 © A 


— 


SACRED POEMS. 
Strong as the Beaſt that, on the MBuntain's height, 
Lifts the proud horn, and triumphs in his might, 
Though thronging Nations join their adverſe pow'rs, 
Their bones he cruſhes, and their fleſh devours ; 

He meets the winged ſhaft without a fear, 

And ſhivers in his rage the darted ſpear. 

He couch'd, and couching as a Lion frown'd ; 
Like the gaunt Lioneſs he preſs d the ground : 
Who dares approach him of the ſons of Men, 

Or rouſe the lordly Savage from his den? 

Thy name who bleſſeth, bleſt for ever He! 

But curſes reſt on him who curſeth Thee. 


A HYMN. Part I. 


1. 


. of my health, whoſe tender care 
Firſt gave me pow'r to move, 5 

How ſhall my thankful heart declare 

The wonders of thy love? 


While 


6 SACRED. POEMS. 


_ 


While void of thought and ſenſe I lay, 
Duſt of my parent Earth, 

Thy breath inform'd the ſleeping clay, 
And call'd me to the birth. | 


3. 

From Thee the parts their faſhion took, 

E er life was yet begun, 

And in the volume of chy BoK 
Were written one by one. 


| 4+ 
Thine eye beheld in open view E 
The yet unfiniſh'd plan: | 
The ſhadowy lines thy pencil drew, 
And form'd the future Man. 


1 
O may this frame, that riſing grew 
Beneath thy plaſtic hands, 
Be ſtudious ever to purſue 
Wbate er thy Will commands. 


The 


SACRED POEMS. 


6. 


The Soul, that moves this earthly load, 
Thy ſemblance let it bear, 

Nor loſe the traces of the God, 
Who ſtamp'd his image there. 


Part II. 


I. 

Thou, who within this earthly ſhrine 
Haſt pour'd thy quick ning ray, 

O, let thine influence on me ſhine, 
And purge each miſt away. 


* 


2. 


With curious ſearch let others aſk 
Through Nature's depths to ſee: 

O teach my ſoul the better taſk, 

To know itſelf and Thee. 


17 


8 


is S$SACRED POEMS. 


3» | 
Teach me to know how weak the mind, 
That yields to erring pride; 
And let my doubting Reaſon find 
2 Thy Ward its fafeſt guide. 


4. 

Let me not, loſt in Learning's maze, 
Religion's flame reſign : 

For what's the worth of human praiſe, 
Compar'd, my God, to Thine? 


I 5: 
Keep in my foul the ſtrong delight, 
The hopes that in me riſe, 


While Faith preſents before my fight 
The Bliſs that never dies. 


6. 
O be thoſe Hopes my only Boaſt, 
That Faith my whole Employ, . 
Till Faith in Knowlege ſhall be loſt, 
And Hope in fulleſt Joy. | 
Part III. 


SACRED POEMS. 


Part III. 


5 I. 

Where'er I turn my wakeful thought, 

Vnnumber' d foes I ſee : 

Guide of my Youth, forſake me not, 
But lead me ſafe to Thee. 


2, 


As on I preſs, Diſtruſt and Doubt | 
Diſſuaſive ſtep between; 
While Pleaſures tempt me from without, 


And Paſſions war within. 


3. 

Yet, fix d on Thee, I loſe each fear, 
Each vain aſſault I brave: 

I know thee, Lord, nor ſlow to _ 
Nor impotent to fave. | 


4. 
O caſt my errors from thy ſight, 
And let them paſs away, 
Unheeded, as a Watch by night, 
Or as a Cloud by day, 
? C2 


2 S$SACRED'POEMS. 


8. 
80 while, in ſecret thought arraign'd, 
O'er my paſt life I go, DOD 
And mark how oft I urg'd thy hand 
| To ſtrike th' avenging blow, 
6. 
So oft ſhall my repeated lays 
My thankful heart declare, 


And joy to celebrate thy praiſe, . 
Whoſe Mercy deign'd to ſpare. 


Tux TRIALS or VIRTUE. 


be: 


_ ee my mind 
Life's op'ning ſcene ſurvey'd : 


I view'd its ills of various kind, 
Afflicted and afraid. 


SACRED POEMS. 


ir 

But chief my fear the dangers mov'd, 
That Virtue's path incloſe : 

My heart the wiſe purſuit approv'd ; 
But O, what toils oppoſe | 


3. 

For ſee, Ah! ſee, while yet her ways 
With doubtful ſtep I tread, 

A hoſtile World its terrors raiſe, 
Its ſnares deluſive ſpread. 


4. 

O! how ſhall I, with heart prepar d, 
Thoſe terrors learn to meet ? 

How from the thouſand ſnares to guard 
My unexperienc'd feet ? 


8 5 
As thus I mus d, oppreſſive Sleep 
Soft o'er my temples drew 
Oblivion's veil. The watry Deep, 
An object ſtrange and new, 


a wm 


6, 


Before me roſe ; on the wide ſhore 5 


Obſervant as I ſtood, 


The gath'ring ſtorms around me roar;: 


And heave the boiling flood. 


7. 


Near and more near the billows riſe; | 


Ev'n now my ſteps they lave ; | 
And death to my affrighted eyes 
Approach'd in ev'ry wave. 


8. 


What hope, or whither to retreat; 


Each nerve at once unſtrung, 


Chill fear had fetter d faſt my feet, ' 
And chain'd my ſpeechleſs tongue. 


9. 


I feel my heart within me die; 


When ſudden to mine ear 


A voice deſcending from on high © ©: 
v9 ; i 2 


Reprov'd my erring fear. 


-- 
Fd ® | A 
A a « — 
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« What 


10. 


« What though the ſwelling ſurge thou ſee 
« Impatient to devour ? 

« Reſt, Mortal, reſt on God's decree, 
« And thankful own his pow'r. 


II, 
« Know, when he bade the Deep appear, 
„Thus far, th' Almighty faid, Mui dvr. v 
“Thus far, nor farther, rage; and Here) god NT 
« Let thy proud waves be d. i r 0 £ 


12. 


I heard : and lo! at once controul'd, 
The waves in wild retreat 

Back on themſelves reluctant roll'd, 
And murm'ring left my feet. 


13. / 
Deeps to aſſembling Deeps in vain 
Once more the ſignal gave: 
The ſhores the ruſhing weight ſuſtain, 


And check th' uſurping wave. = vie» ne 
hat : | | Convinc'd, 


f. i 


14. | 
Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wiſe 
The imag'd truth I read ; 
And ſudden from my waking eyes 
Thb' inſtructive Viſion fled. 


I 5. 11 

Then why thus heavy, O my Soul? | 

Say why, diſtruſtful ill, 

Thy thoughts with vain. ee roll ® 
Oer ſcenes of future ill. 


16. 
Let Faith ſuppreſs each riſing fear, . 
Each anxious doubt exclude: wn _ 


Thy Maker's will has plac'd chee here, | wy 
A Maker wiſe and good. | 


I7. 
He to thy ev'ry trial knows 
Its juſt reſtraint to give, 
Attentive to behold thy woes, 
And faithful to relieve. | 
PEER Then 
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18. 


Then why thus heavy, O my Soul ? 
Say why diſtruſtful ſtill 

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
O'er ſcenes of future ill. 


19. 
Though griefs unnumber'd throng thee round, 
Still in thy God confide, 


Whoſe finger marks the Seas their bound, 
And curbs the headlong Tide. 


THE IGNORANCE or 
I. 
= yon new-born Infant, griev'd 
With hunger, thirſt, and pain; 


That aſks to have the wants reliev'd, 
It knows not to explain. 


25 


MAN. 


Aloud 
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2. 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs Suppliant cries, 
And utters, as it can, 
The woes that in its boſom riſe, 
+ U And ſpeak its nature Man. 


3. 
That Infant, whoſe advancing hour 
Life's various ſorrows try, 
| (Sad proof of ſin's tranſmiſſive pow'r,) 
That Infant, Lord, am I. 


4. 

A childhood yet my thoughts confeſs, 
Though long in years mature; 

Unknowing whence J feel diſtreſs, 


And where, or what, its cure. 


A bins hid: : 
Author of Good, to Thee I turn; 
Thy ever-wakeful eye 
Alone can all my wants diſcern, 
Thy hand alone ſupply. 


O let 


SACRED POEM'S. 


6. 
O let thy Fear within me dwell, 
Thy Love my footſteps guide : 
That Love ſhall vainer Loves expell, 
That Fear all Fears beſide. ; 


7. 

And O, by error's force ſubdu d 
Since oft my ſtubborn will | 

Prepoſt'rous ſhuns the latent Good, 
And graſps the ſpecious Ill, 


8. 
Not to my Wiſh, but to my Want, 
Do Thou thy gifts apply: 


Unaſk'd, what good thou knoweſt, grant; 
What ill, though aſk'd, deny. _ 


D 2 


VERSES 


27 
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VERSES written originally in the 
PERSIC LANGUAGE. 


I. 
IF mortal hands thy peace deſtroy, 
I Or friendſhip's gifts beftow, 
Wilt thou to Man aſcribe thy joy? 
To Man impute thy woe ? 


2, 


Tis God, whoſe thoughts to various ends 
The human lot diſpoſe, 8 
Around thee plant aſſiſting Friends, 


Or heap avenging Foes. 


3. 
Not from the Bow the deaths proceed, 
But from the Archer's ſkall ; 
Who lends the thirſty ſhaft its ſpeed, 
And gives it ſtrength to kill. 


* 4 ® | PICS} — 
_ — o 
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MA r- 
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MATTHE w XI. 28. 
Come unto me all ye that labour, &c. 


- 
o 
I 


ec * Me, Ve Sons of ſorrow, come, 
ce That o'er Life's rugged road 
With weary ſtep uncertain roam, 
And bend beneath your load- 


2. 
Come, take my yoke, and learn of Me; 
For I am meek of mind: 
« Come, and your ſoul, from error free, 
« The reſt it ſeeks ſhall find. | 


Z- 
Such was the voice of Him who ſpoke 
As never Man before: | 
Mis burthen light, and eaſy yoke, 
My ſoul ſhall ſhun no more. 


” . 
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4. 
r * 


I come; my pray r to Thee addreſß d, | w fu 
Whole lips the precept gave 
Do Thou within my inmoſt breaſt 
2 The heav'nly leſſon grave. 


* 
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So ſhall I 1 deſtin' 
So I learn my deſtin d race. ,' 
. 0 . E | 1 
To run, with willing feet: 
4 a | * = 4 " i * 4% „„ 4 311 
7 of 
Unmov'd, as honour or diſgrace 
In Truth's defence I ; > 
. ruth's defence I meet ; 2 
4 
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Humility, with meekneſs join dd 


14014 4 # %\# & 41. * — 


T My exaltation ſee, "Eon Iedt 2 1231 35 fl: 
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And Freedom's fulleſt meaſure find, 


Bleſt Lord] in ſerving The. 
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